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take advantage of such official remiss-| 
ress as well-nigh irresistible. All the 
same, it is most deplorable that the 
generosity of the Government in insuring 
returned men against loss through ad­
verse exchange conditions should have 
been so grossly abused. The public will 
fully indorse Judge Gunn’s strictures.

In the meantime the probe will be 
carried out, and all delinquents should 
be dealt with as befits their grave of-' 
fence. The honor of the ex-service men 
demands that the guilty parties should 
be made an example of. One individual 
alone is suspected of making as much 
as $6,000 by this fraudulent practice. It 
is all very well to plead war services 
on behalf of wrongdoers. What kind of 
patriotism is it which deliberately robs 
the national treasury at a time when 
taxpayers are pressed to the limit? Sen­
timentality in such a case is woefully 
misplaced.

Church is clear. Rising above the discards of the| 
past, it now becomes her crucial opportunity, in a 
spirit of unity and self-renunciation, to proclaim the 
message of the Cross and the rule of the world’s 
Redeemer in human life and affairs.
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LOST LOVE.
[Andrew Lang.]

Who wins his love shall, lose her.
Who loses her shall gain;

For still the spirit • woos her— 
A soul without a stain.

And memory still pursues her 
With longings not in vain!

THE COUNTRY PAPER, 
[Kingston Whis.]

When the evenin’ shade is failin’ at 
the endin’ o’ the day—an‘ a fellow rests 
from labor, smoking at his pipe o’ clay, 
there’s nothin’ does him so much good, 
be fortune up or down, as the little 
country paper from his ol‘ home town.

It ain’t a thing of beauty, an' its print 
ain’t always clear, but it straightens out 
his temper when a feller's feelin* queer: 
it takes the wrinkles off his face and 
brushes off the frown, the little paper 
from his ol‘ home town.

It tells of all the parties an' the balls 
of Punkin Row, ‘bout who spent Sunday 
with who’s girl, and how the crops’ll 
grow and keeps a fellow posted ‘bout 
who’s up and down, that little country 
paper from the ol‘ home town.

Now I like to read the dailies an’ the 
story papers too, and at times a yaller 
novel, an’ some other trash, don’t you? 
but when I want some readin’ that will 
brush away the frown, I want the little 
paper from the ol‘ home town.

DANGEROUS PLAYTHINGS.
In a recent number of the Chicago Tribune it was 

stated that "a pistol has only one purpose, that to 
be used against a man; It is not a hunting weapon." 
It is also pointed out that this weapon is only used 
by criminals in their attacks on society, and that 
some restrictions should be placed on Its manufacture.

There is no doubt that revolvers are too easily 
I procured, and too freely used, and their use is increas- 
|ing rather than diminishing. While not seeking to 

deprive the small boy of his toy gun, it is to be feared 
that the instinct to kill things which lurks to some 

|natures is too frequently developed by the use of such 
I playthings, and that one of the results of this is the 
: desire to play at being “robbers.”

It is evident that this is not the direction in which 
the “young idea" ought to be taught to “shoot," and 
on some natures it is apt to have a most pernicious 
effect. It is not at all an unusual thing to see one 

|of these youngsters, lurking amongst a clump of bushes 
or long grass, toy pistol in hand, with the idea of “hold­
ing up” the first of his companions that comes along. 
This may seem harmless enough, but the idea is there, 
and is not a healthy thing to have in a boy’s mind. 
The desire to kill is later gratified by shooting at 
harmless birds and other small animals when Johnnie 

igets his first real gun, and in some cases this is apt 
'to become a habit, which some day may find a terrible 
outlet.

There ought to be greater restrictions placed on 
the traffic in firearms and ammunition. The ease 
with which guns and shells can be procured is noth­
ing short of as incentive to crime. Being a "gun- 
man" is more and more being looked upon as a genteel, 
easy and lucrative profession by the degenerate

EVENING.IMORNING. of blue skies, the fleeciest and whitest 
of clouds, the greenest of trees and 
the cutest cottages ever built, peeping 
at you from rocky inlets and from be- 
hind clusters of pines and cedars.

One may be perfectly happy in letting 
the trim little steamer or a fast motor 
launch, carry you lazily, hour after 
hour, over and through the Three Sis­
ters of Lakes. It is a good plan to take 
such a bird’s-eye view of the real heart 
of Muskoka, winding through Indian 
River, squeezing through the Port Carl­
ing locks, nosing through the narrow 
waterway at Sandfield and then play­
ing hide and seek in and among the 
myriad islands, of more than fifty-three 
varieties, that rest like emeralds in a 
green and blue sea.

Later you should discover some of 
the islands for yourself in picnicking or 
camping; you should dabble, bathe and 
swim in the soft waters twice a day: 
you ought, by all means, to sleep a few 
nights in the open under the blinking 
stars and on mother earth, just to get 
acquainted with her again.

What else? There are heaps of things 
to do—golf—if you think you know how;I 
run a canoe or sailboat, tramp over the1

NO. 7—A LITTLE TRIP TO MUSKOKA
Ever hear of Muskoka? Ever been 

there? Ever want to go there?
It is well worth a Little Trip, though 

you’ll find it a rather large summer 
playground if the district that carries 
the name is included. But we will keep 
to the trio of lakes that make up the 
heart of Muskoka; a chain with three 
links connected by little rivers, and each 
link a nature gem, having its own 
beauty and individuality.

Muskoka has several gateways and 
more exits. You may enter Graven- 
hurst or Bala, or Lake Joseph, or Brace- 
bridge or by motor and now, in these 
wonder days of the twentieth century, 
by aeroplane.

And when you enter, what will you 
see, where should you go, and what 
should you do? Lots of questions to 
answer in a quarter of a column. You’ll 
see one of the most popular nature play- 
grounds in all Canada for its area: you’ll 
see thousands of holiday folks having 
all kinds of good times, and, incidental­
ly, storing up health for other days.

Suppose you exchange a train for a 
boat at Muskoka wharf, what happens?
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He loses her who gains her, 
Who watches day by day

The dust of time that stains her, 
The griefs that leave her grey,

The flesh that still enchains her, 
Whose grace hath passed away!
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SEEN THROUGH CHINESE EYES.

No one ever more tersely expressed the need of 
self-seeing from the standpoint of another than the 
beloved Scottish bard of the common people

Oh, happier he who gains not 
The Love some seem to gain;

The joy that custom stains not 
Shall still with him remain.

The loveliness that wanes not, 
The Love that ne’er can wane.What’s In a Book?

By Kathleen K. Bowker.
In dreams she grows not older, 

The lands of Dream among;
Though all the world wax colder, 

Though all the songs be sung;
In dreams doth he behold her, 

Still. fair and kind and young.

A new book by Oppenheim is the 
synonym for lovely ladies, cruel villains 
and daredevil heroes, and “The Profi- 
teers" (Little, Brown & Co., London) 
is no exception to the rule.

John Philip Wingate, an American 
financier, who wars on the side of right 
and does battle for the poor man, has 
an ancient, justifiable grudge against! And like a dying lady, lean and pale. 

Who toters forth, wrapped in a

THE NEXT ARMAGEDDON.
[London Daily News.]

A study of the past is the finest 
restorative of confidence. They who 
did not fail us in the past will not fail 
us in the next Armageddon, which will 
be the last (or the next to the last). 
Having done all, they stand. They who 
kept so securely our honor, our lives, 
and our money, will not be wanting. 
And we civilians would send a message 
of confidence to our military and naval 
and other experts. Forward with the 
good work; we, too, shall be as pre­
pared as you will be, when the storm 
breaks.

THE MOON.
[Percy Bysshe Shelley.]

A sudden and startling transition, espe­
cially on a hot summer day. A cool; trails: fish in between times: eat sev- 

|eral times a day; sleep solid hours; get 
acquainted with other people, be 
sociable with everybody—and then go

breeze welcomes one, the waters of Lake 
Muskoka ripple with life, and as the 
steamers head by north-by-east, you’ve 
forgotten heat and dust, and work and 
office and creditors and poor relations 
before the first nose of land is passed. 
Presto, it is another world, of the bluest

“Dreadnaught Phipps," who has suc­
ceeded in backing wheat so nearly into 
a corner that the price of the loaf has 
risen to two shillings.

So Phillip crosses the water to join 
battle with his ancient enemy. He is 
introduced at a garden party where he 
meets Lady Dredlinton in.the pequin-

gauzy veil.
Out of the chamber, led by the 

insane
And feeble, wanderings of her fading 

brain. 
The moon arose up in the murky east 
A white, a shapeless mass.

home, a wiser, fatter, happier, wealthier 
human than ever before.
(Copyrighted British and Colonial Press, 

Limited.)

SPANISH DOUBLOONS
BY CAMILLA KENYON

clothed flesh. Heretofore he had only 
known her as the beautiful nurse who 
had saved his life during the great 
war. Her husband is a weak and 
wicked soul, whom she married hoping 
to reform him. But even she was 
powerless to do that; and he is now 
the worst and weakest of Phipps’ tools.

It is wonderful how righteously—in 
the. right sort of book—an exquisite 
woman can plan—with the man she 
hopes to marry.—for her own • divorce 
from her husband; visit the lover at 
midnight in his rooms; arrange for the 
kidnapping of her husband by force, 
and for that of his accomplices by the . 
strategic use of her own charms, and । 
still remain pure-souled and perfect, 
not only in the eyes of the law and the 
lover, but of all the world as well (in­
cluding the foiled and frenzied finan­
ciers).

The treatment that Lord Dredlinton 
receives at Wingate’s hands causes 
his already crocky heart to fail him 
completely. He dies before the fam­
ous detective arrives to release them 
from their day-and-night imprisonment 
and starvation. Hunger, weariness and 
despair have caused the other partners, 
to give way on every point, and the 
detective, feeling that Wingate has 
saved the law some trouble by his un- 
conventional methods, decides to accept* 
his camouflaged explanation for the 
real thing, and departs in peace.

So Wingate marries his Josephine 
(Lady Dredlinton as was) as soon as 
decency allows, and they take their 
multiflowered - and - financed way 
through life with absolute devotion and 
delight, growing younger and richer 
year by year.!

Art thou pale for weariness‘ 
Of climbing heaven and gazing on the 

earth,
Wandering companionless, 

Among the stars that have a different 
birth, 

And ever changing, like a joyless eye 
That finds no object worth its con­

stancy?

INDECISION.
[Goethe’s Faust.] 

Lose this day loitering—'twill be the 
same story

Tomorrow—and the next more dilatory; 
Then indecision brings its own delays. 
And days are lost lamenting o’er lost 

days.
Are you in earnestt? Seize this very 

minute—
What you can do, or dream you can, 

begin it.
Courage has genius, power and magic 

in it.
Only engage, and then the mind grows 

heated—
Begin it, and the work will be com­

pleted.

FOOLISH ENGLAND.
[Westminster Gazette.]

For while the British are disputing 
about wages, or working half-time and 
giving themselves over to the delights 
of cricket and tennis and golf, the Ger­
man is working whole time and over­
time, and, under the immense stimulus 
of Indemnity, preparing an output which 
may not only pay his debts, but in do­
ing so capture the trade of the world. 
If we go on for long as we are now 
going, while the German works grimly 
eleven hours a day for the recovery of 
his country, we shall be in serious dan­
ger of losing the peace.

Snugly hidden in the angle was & 
low doorway leading into blackness.

Now of course I ought in prudence 
to have gone back to the hut and 
got matches and a lantern and a rope 
before I set foot in the darkness of 
that unknown place. But what had I 
to do today with prudence—Fortune 
had me by the hand! In I went boldly, 
Benjy at my heels. The passage turn- 

|ed sharply, and for a little way we 
walked in blackness. Then it veered 
again, and a faint and far-off light 
seemed to filter its way to us through

So far 1 had seen no pig, and I be­
gan to think they must all be feeding 
on the other side of the island. I turned 
to go back, and at that moment I heard 
an outcry in the bushes, and Benjy 
came tearing out at the heels of a fine 
young porker. I threw up my gun to 
lire, but the evolutions of Benjy and 
the pig were such that I was as likely 
to hit one as the other. The pig, of 
course, made desperate efforts to escape 
from the cul-de-sac in which he found 
himself. His only hope was to get 
back into the woods on the point. 
Benjy kept him headed off success­
fully, and I began to edge up, watch­
ing my chance for a shot. Suddenly 
the pig came dashing straight toward 
me—oblivious, I suppose, to everything 
but the white snapping terror at his 
heels. Taken bv suip.ise, I fired, and

element among the youth of the day, and not till the 
finding of loaded weapons on these buda: bandits 

is treated as presumptive evidence that they intended 
; to commit murder will this menace receive an appre-

perennially-quoted lines,
"O wad some power the giftie gie us
To see oursels as others see us!" ciable check.

Immediately it would tend, as Burns sang, to deter 
brer 

rectual. political or physical. Anglo-Saxondom, at all 
events being prouder of achievements perhaps than 
in disposition to approach the penitent bench for mis- 
demeanors or failures, is prone to say: We are the 
Poonle qualified to turn on the current of light People q backward races and undeveloped, which their indiscretion has placed them,countries, as they are called. But the patronizing 
period is passing. Since the spectacular triumph of 
Japan over Russia to 1904-5, and her share in The 
Great War. together with the celerity with which she 
engrafted western ideas into the tree of her national 
life, The Flowery Kingdom has asserted the spirit 
of equality toward other powers. In a lesser degree 
that type of sensitive consciousness is making its way 
in China, the greatest aggregation of humanity ex­
tant Having regard to her ancient isolation, slug­
gishness and superstitions, she should have shuffled 
off the national coil long since, but she has outlasted 
by multiplied ages, far more grandiose nationalities. 
Evidently, the “survival of the fittest” is an inappli­
cable play of words in her case, or else she possesses 
an inscrutable element of fitness that persists in spite 
of squalor, and masses kept to ignorance. Within 
recent date In modern Pekin a little boy suffering from

But to see that every possessor of a
firearm is duly registered and licensed would insure

: that no one is in possession of such dangerous things 
|except those entitled for legitimate reasons to be so.

web woven of the very stuff of night.a
little downward.The floor sloped aTHE PARTING OF THE WAYS.

[Providence Journal.]
President Obregon seems to be hesi­

tating between two fires. If he ac­
cedes to our terms he is in danger of 
losing his place at the head of the 
Government. If he repudiates them 
flatly, he must face the vigorous oppo­
sition of businessmen and others who 

quoted.” This is as a rule a very safe and convenient are anxious to get back on good terms 
way of escaping from the horns of the dilemma on with the United States in order that 

Mexican credit may be improved and 
nut the domestic affairs straightened out and

I felt my way with my feet, and came 
to a step—another. I was going along 
a descending passage, cut at its steep­
est into rough, irregular stairs. With 
either hand I could touch the walls. 
All the while the light grew clearer. 
Presently, by another sharp turn, I 
found myself in a cave, some thirty 
feet in depth by eighteen across, with 
an opening on the narrow strip of 
beach I had seen from the top of the 
cliffs.

The roof is high, with an effect of 
gothic arches. Near the mouth is a 
tiny spring of ice-cold water, which 
has worn a clean rock-channel for 
itself to the sea. Otherwise the cave 
Is perfectly dry. The shining white 
sand of its floor is above the highest 
water-mark on the cliffs outside. There 
is no doubt in my mind that in the 
great buccaneering days of the seven­
teenth century, and probably much 
later, the place was the haunt of 
pirates. One fancies that Capt. Samp­
son of the Bonny Lass may have 
known of it before he brought the 
treasure to the island. There were 
queer folk to be met with in those 
days in the Western Ocean! The cave 
is cool at blazing midday, and secret, 
I fancy, even from the sea, because of 
the droop of the great rock-eaves about 
its mouth. Either for the keeping of 
stores or as a hiding-place for men or 
treasure it would be admirable. Yes, 
the cave has seen many a fierce, sea- 
tanned face and tarry pigtail, and has 
echoed to strange oaths and wild sea-

WHAT THE ADMIRAL SAID.

It is quite the fashion for some men when they 
have been taken to task for indiscreet statements in 
their speeches to declare that they have been "mis-

missed. The pig shot between my 
knees, Benjy after him. I withstood 
the shock of the pig, but not of Benjy. 
I fell, clawing wildly, into a matted 
mass of creepers that covered the 
ground beside me.

I got to my feet quickly, dragging 
the whole mass of vines up with me. 
Then I saw that they had covered a 
curiously regular patch of ground, 
outlined at intervals with small stones. 
At one end was a larger stone.

The patch was narrow, about six 
feet long—instantly suggestive of a 
grave. But swift beyond all process 
of reason was the certainty that flash-., 
ed into my mind. I fell on my knees 
beside the stone at the head and pulled 
away the torn vine-tendrils. I saw the 
letters, B. H. and an attempt at cross- 
bones rudely cut into the surface of the 
stone.

I closed my eyes and tried to steady 
myself. I thought, I am seeing things! 
This is the mere projection of the 
vision which has been in my mind so 
long!

I opened my eyes, and, lo, the fan­
tasy, if fantaszy it were, remained. I 
smote with my fist upon the stone. 
The stone was solid—it bruised the 
flesh. And as I saw the blood run I

THE MIDDLE YEARS.
[Arthur Davison Ficke.]

This is the burden of the middle years: 
To know what things can be or not 

be known;
To find no sunset lovely unto tears: 

To pass not with the swallow south­
ward flown

Toward far Hesperides where gold seas 
break

-------a the last horizon ‘round strange 
isles;

public is not always fooled by such explanations, and stabilized. Which way will he turn? He 
cannot stand still much longer. Heis apt to smile at the threadbare device of “blaming 

it on the reporter.”
On such occasions, when a public man is cornered 

up on his utterances, it is also quite the custom to say

rust make a decision or step down in 
favor of someone who will. The two 
countries, and especially Mexico, can­
not go on indefinitely as they have been 
going on for te past eight years.

that the report has been "garbled." In many cases The subject—the fight for the world’s! To have forgot Promethus on his peak;A DREAM OF THE FUTURE.
[Minneapolis Journal.]

With hard roads connecting all points, 
on which roll rubber-shod vehicles; with

the complainer has but a vague idea of what “garbled” 
really means, but uses the phrase with the idea of 
conveying the impression that his words have been

wheat supply—is indeed, as the cover 
comment tells us, “a theme to interest 
every person in America. But the

To know that pilgrim-miles are only 
miles.

Then death seems not so dreadful with 
its night

That keeps unstirred the veil of 
mystery.

Then no acclaimed disaster can af­
fright

Him who is wise in human history 
And finds no godhead there to earn his 

praise
And dreads no horror save his empty 

days.
Not all my will can change this casque 

of bone .
That predetermines what each thought 

must be;
And I have learned to bear with these 

my own
Enforced defects and doomed futilif 

And with reproach no longer rack a 
skull

Whose rigid plan, conditioned long 
ago, 

Left such low arches for the beautiful
To pour its summer light through. 

Now I know

method is not one that is calculated 
to carry the sane thinker much for- 
arrder. Mr. Oppenheim has a money- 
stirring manner of putting the persona] 
touch on most of the big problems or

“cooked” and twisted in such a way as to obscure or industry gone out into the country and 
- , , + ! cities becoming veritable garden towns;altogether to destroy their meaning. In other words, with air transportation a commonplace;

that they have been deliberately perverted for some i with the abundant water powers pene- 
sinister purpose. But will be observed the trating our dwellings and operating our interests of the day. minister purpose. nut observed that tna ! railways—what a new state of things I But this story is not equal to his best
leally great ones of the earth never take up this | will be here by 1945, say, a state as dif- | exploits.

Philomides has a final way of say-ferent from our present one as this isattitude, their dread of being classed as “jellyfish” 
overcoming their desire to square themselves at the 
expense of the newspapermen.

from that of 30 years ago. The United ing, "O, Oppenheim is his favorite 
to set theauthor" when he wantsStates, virtually a continental area, has 

become a physical as well as a political standard of a man’s literary taste. But 
even Philomides was gripped and mysti­
fied by the power in that outstanding, 
earlier book. And “Jacob’s Ladder" 
was true and amusing enough to give 
a good evening’s entertainment. But 
“The Profiteers" docs not ring true, 
and is not fair on E. P. O.'s millions 
of admirers.

Can You Say?
So many books are written for amuse­

ment (either of author or public). So 
many for money. So many, one would 
think (after skimming through a large

When circumstances pointed to the fact that Ad-integer. Because through this vast 
area no lines of separation marked by 

mirai Sims belonged to this class of Invertebrates, we.custom houses or other restrictions run,

screamed aloud like a madman: "It’s 
real, real, real!"

Under the stone lay the guardian of: 
the treasure of the Bonny Lass—and 
his secret was within my grasp.

I don't know how long I crouched:

full of holes, hundreds of them songs. Men had carved those steps in 
the passage—thirty-two of them. In 
the sand of the floor, as I kicked it up 

, with my feet, hoping rather childishly 
beside the stone, as drunk with joy as to strike the corner of the chest, I 
any hasheesh toper with his drug. I found the hilt and part of the blade

diphtheria was jabbed were loth to believe it. His record as a sailor and it has developed unobstructedly along 
1::|the lines of kinetic possibilities. And a public orator indicated that he was a man who stuck the least part of the possibilities has 

to his guns through thick and thin. It was neverthe-i been realized as yet. Our area may be

On the otherin his nostrils, to let the demons out!
hand, China showed her ability to shake off a dynasty 
and install a brand-new republic, to abolish toot- ;made the garden of the world, theless announced that he had abandoned this position 

and had taken refuge behind the usual screen—“I have 
been misquoted.” It now appears that this impres-

binding and dispense with the queue and other things. 
Such are the incongruities of the Celestials. How­
ever, an observant yellow man would not have to 
nose around very long In the civilization of North sion is incorrect. 
America or Great Britain to detect a few inconsistent certain inaccuracies in the cabled 
patches. For instance, Mr Chang Hsin-Hal, a student retracting none of the statements made in his. speech 
of Western lite and literary culture, at an American; in London before the English-seaking union concern- 

1ing Sinn Felners In Ireland and “technical American,

: super-factory, and this not in a way to 
diminish human happiness, as the nine- 

iteenth century economic development 
Ilargely did, but to promote human con- 
Itentment.

roused at last to find Benjy at my of a rusty cutlass, and a chased silver 
shoe-buckle. I shall take the buckle 

home to Helen—and yet how trivial 
it will seem, with all else that I have 
• to offer her. Nevertheless, she will

shoulder, thrusting his cool nose 
against my feverish cheek. I suppose he 
didn't understand my ignoring him so, 
or thought I scorned him for losing 
out in his race with the pig. Yet

In a formal report pointing out
proportion of the weekly output) be- Somewhat the measure of what may bedispatches, but: , prize it as my gift, and because it 

from the place to which some
cause (to twist Emerson) “not know- done when I think of what I owe that pig

I could swear never to taste pork comes 
. gain. %07 " kind angel led me for her sake.

AUSTRALIA'S POPULATION.
Australia is the first of the British 

dominions to report the result of the 
university. writing to the Atlantic Monthly on the | 158 »™ remers in Ireland and "technical American ; Pastion is given at ,419,000, alt increase 
religious outlook in his native land, points out that I citizens to the United States, Admiral Sims has hand- of ----- sequence of thoughts 
8, . , n f This must be considered fairly satis: or sequence thoughts.Christianity has had the fortune, or misfortune, ac-in his reply to Secretary Denby s demand for an ex- factory. There were nearly five years' -................................

cord In - OP different points of view of being associated planation of his remarks on that occasion. His state- of war operations included in the ten cording diterent points OI view, oi benis 880000 . I years since 1911, and Australia suffered
with certain Western ideas and institutions, exerting ment to the secretary of the navy on what he said is even more than Canada in the matter 
E powerful influence upon Chinese society. As a based on the stenographic reports of his words in the much done since the armistice in the 
result, he entertains the impression of a religion com- London papers and of his own recollection and that of way of restarting things in the big com­
ing to them by a species of compulsion. The people others present. It will thus be seen that, after all, monwealth._ _ _

ing what to do—he wrote." And may not by this child of a dark
So whether one agrees with an idea! race,

or not, it is always stimulating and who in the long procession of the sun 
____________ I refreshing to find a book written right At last for a brief moment takes his 

some 970,000 on the record of 1911. around a serious and sincere thought, place.
I bid him bear his banner with the rest, 

Such a book is “Miss Fingal." by Mrs. Nor too much blame the dusk that 
W. K. Clifford (The Ryerson Press, To- haunts his breast, 
ronto.

I left the cave and hurried back to 
the cabin for a spade, walking on air, 
breaking with snatches of song the 
stillness of the woods, where one hears

Brought back to earth and sanity,: 
I rose and began to consider my sur- 
roundings. Somewhere close at hand
was the mouth of the cave—but where? 
The cliffs, as I have already said, were only the high fitful sighing of the 

wind or the eternal mutter of the sea. 
fly could have crawled down them, I As I came out of the hut with the 

spade over my shoulder I waved my 
hand to the Island Queen riding at 
anchor.

too steep for descent. Nothing but a

Aline Fingal, with just enough money I can more tranquilly behold the stars 
to supply her negative wants decently. Than once I could. Their alien 
lived alone for eight years in a 2x4 flat majesty

turned to the craggy face of the moun- 
tain. There, surely, must be the en- 
trance to the cove. For hours I clam- 
bered among the rocks, risking man- 
gled limbs and sunstroke—and found 
no cave. I came back at last, wearily.|

in Battersea. To be accurate, she could | Awakes in me no longer desperate wars clean pair“You’ll soon be showing ahardly be said to live. She just waited. Against their far indifference circling !of heels to Leeward, old girl!" I cried. 
! Back in the cave, I set to work fever- 
:ishly, making the light sand fly. I be- 
igan at the rear of the cavern, reason- 
Iing that there the sand would lie at a 
1greater depth, also that it would be 
above the wash of the heaviest storms. 
At the end of half an hour, at a point 
close to the angle of the wall, my 
spade struck a hard surface. It lay, I 

should judge, under about two feet of 
sand. Soon I had laid bare a patch of 
dark wood which rang under my 
knuckles almost like iron. A little 
more, and I had cleared away the sand 
from the top of a large chest with a 
convex lid, heavily bound in brass.

To Be Continued.

When she was 28, her almost unknown! by,
Uncle John died, leaving her a house For I, too. have my orbit, and intenthave been awed at the ruthless efficiency of the for- Admiral Sims admits the correctness of the reports 

eigner, who coolly appropriates their rights and privi- of his observations which were taken by the London
Overpaid.

[Lowell Courier-Citizen.]
“The young man entering business at 

the age of 23 with a business adminis­
tration diploma," says Dean David of 
the Harvard business school, "will re­
ceive a salary of about $1,800 at. first. 
This, however, should not discourage 
him." Great heavens! Time was, and 
not so many years ago, when a boy 
newly out of college would have been 
envied by all his classmates if he landed 
an $1,800 salary in his first year. He

to the grave. There lay the dust of the 
brain that had known all—and a wild 
impulse came to me to tear away the 
earth with my bare hands to dig deep, j 

i deep—and then with listening ear wait

in Bedford Square, a “cottage" in the Upon its rondure I no less than they
hardly, pressmen at the meeting, and it is only with certain 

'inaccuracies in the version which was cabled to this
country, a complete set of competent Decline the test of warlike argument, 
servants, and an income of three thous- They go their several ways; I go my 
and pounds a year. I way.

This partially awakened her. but not Nothing of all my hopes have they 
to the extent of giving her courage to denied,
alter the Bedford Square house, even Nor do I storm against them as of' 
though it oppressed her. She felt that 
it was haunted by the dry-as-dust, quiet 
lives that had been lived, and allowed to 
lapse, there. When she went to the 
cottage at Wavercoombe, she felt more 
sentient. The housekeeper told her of 
the former occupants, Dick and Linda 
Alliston, who had lived their happy 
days there, and had left the cottage 
before Dick had broken their lives and 
Linda torn her heart out by the roots in j

leges The merits of the Christian faith are
apprehended because of its entanglements as the reli-

side of the Atlantic that he has any fault to find.
In a condensation hurriedly put on the cable for 

American consumption discrepancies are inevitable, 
but Admiral Sims is only doing his duty in pointing 
out their existence. It would be rendering but scant

gion of powers that have humiliated China in war 
and political struggle. Clearly, then, political alliance 
is something to be avoided by the church. She 
should stand upon her own Divine commission. 
Judged by their conduct in the East, the Christian 
spirit of European powers particularly has been con- 
spicuously absent. Individuals may line up to the 
principles of Jesus, but that Is not sufficient when 
belied by actions done in the name of their nation. 
These rankle and discredit. There is too strange a gap 
between the teachings of the Scriptures and the way 
mations have been doing their work in China. The 
Chinese ambassador at the court of St. James once 
asked James Loggie, a famous student of the Chinese 
language, which he thought the better from a moral 
standpoint. England or China, and the reply was 

1 "England." “Then how is it," exclaimed his excellency, 
in surprise, "that England insists upon our taking 
her opium?" And according to a book published by 
the Macmillans, the British Government is in that 

■ business yet. having had over 650.000 acres of popples 
under cultivation in a single year, auctioning the

for a whispered word.
I put the delirious fancy from me 

and moved away to the edge of the 
cliffs. Looking down I saw a narrow 
sloping shelf which dropped from the 
brink to a distance ten or twelve feet 
below, where it met a slight projection 
of the rock. I had seen it before, of 
course, but it had carried no ‘ signifi­
cance for my mind. Now I stepped 
down upon the ledge and followed it 
to its end in the angle of the rock.

old.
pass, the sovereigns of an equal!We

pride.
Some day shall I be dead and they be

justice to himself and to the reporters who faithfully cold, 
that hour, untroubled in our
flight

, was more likely to start in somewhere 
took down his London speech had he done otherwie. at about $15 a week. The present-day 

After all, this storm to a tea-cup has had no effect I youth, according to Mr. David, will, 
:1 . I “within a few years, If he Is at all cap-in disturbing the imperturbability of the gallant ad-

Until

We seek our own paths through the 
spacious night.able, be receiving from $10,000 to $35,-

miral; but it is quite possible that the next time he 
feels impelled to “say things" he will be more cautious 
in taking his bearings, and in gauging the state of the 
weather on both sides of the Atlantic.

000." How many $35,000 salaries do 
you know of in this typical American 
city that are open to young fellows a 
few years away from college?

THE WISDOM OF THE LAW.
[Boston Journal.]

The supreme court of Maine has just 
decided that where the dining-room of 
a hotel is infested with flies a guest is 
justified in refusing to remain at the 
hotel and in refusing to pay board for 
which he has contracted. The opinion 
holds that the house fly is the most 
repulsive and dangerous of insects and 
distributes the germs of almost every 
deadly form of contagion.

POPULAR GOLF.
[New York Times.]

Golf has become so popular, the 
municipal links in our parks, notably 
Van Cortlandt Park, are besieged at 
early morn by those who desire to drive 
off before noon.

This is especially true on Sundays 
and holidays. There are about 6,000 
who have paid the annual fee of $5 for 
the privilege of enjoying the sport on 
the city-owned links and their number is 
rapidly increasing every year.

Golfers, who register as early as 6 
a.m., have, as a general rule, to wait 
until 9 or 10 a.m., and those who reg­
ister at 7:30 a.m. wait until about 2 
p.m. before their turn is announced.

parting from him. The warm and 
tender tones of their laughter lingered! 
tn the charming rooms, with all the 
beauty of the after-glow.

The idea of their happiness became 
almost an obsession with Aline Fingal, 
who felt moved and drawn by the 
evanescent essence of Linda, that 
lingered in the house and garden, in 
the orchard, and under the acacia tree. 
Aline set herself to carrying out the 
garden plans that Linda had intended., 
|By and by she went to Leesbury, 
where Linda was staying, just to know 
her, just to be near her. When they 
met, their hearts walked hand in hand 
along vague familiar pathways.

Linda was very ill. All that held her 
to life was her love for her children 
She could not leave Sturdie and little 
Bridget-

Aline, starting for London to get 
something she thought would please 
Linda, was terribly hurt in a railway 
accident before she left the station, 
and carried back to her rooms at the 
inn, where she lay at death’s door, while 
Linda, more ill than even her friends 
feared, shook off her prisoning body—

Did a part of Linda’s personality, a 
shred of her soul, find it’s way to Aline’s 
bruised brain, and take up its earthly 
abode there, to turn her into a 1 
woman—a final mother to Linda’s chil- 
dren? Who knows?

If love is immortal, mother-love is the 
most tenacious of all the affections, the 
hardest to kill. And if the human seed 
was ready, the hour ripe, who can 
deny the possibility? Only he who can 
capture and card-index that fluid vital­
ity that we call the soul, ether, quick­
silver, personality? What is it?

The story is told with a tentative 
beauty of touch, so gentle, yet so sure, 
that one fancies that the writer is in- 
corporating in this form one of those 
strange, unsought, spiritual expert- 
ences that come to seven out of ten of 
us once, perhaps, in a lifetime, to be 
for ever after interwoven with our wak­
ing dreams.1

..IIIEDITORIAL NOTES.
The greatest drawback of the strawberry season 

is that it is too short.
T

*5L - &.L1Lloyd George has again snatched the crown of 
martyrdom from the brow of Eamonn de Valera.

Sam Gompers has taken the measure of William
product off once a month to a crowd of Parsees, Mo- Randolph Hearst In a manner that shows he can give
hammedans, Hindoos and Asiatic Jews, who traffic in 
the material of one of the world's greatest evils.

It is significant that Chang Hsin-Hai does not seri­
ously argue about the theological or historical creden­
tials of Christianity, but goes straight to the criterion 
of Jesus Himself. By their fruits ye shall know them.

. Statesmen and traders in Christian nations, so de-

him a fit at any time.

Westminster Township residents will fight the gas 
company, says a news heading. The charge of the 
light brigade, no doubt.

// %

The latest kind of Canadian produce to be sent to
scribed, need have no difficulty in drawing a conclu- Europe is black diamonds, ten shiploads of which have 
sion from the rebuke of the Chinese scholar. He also been delivered to France.

' contends that notwithstanding the critical spirit and ! 
ferment now in evidence, ancient ethical standards and The robin that stole the dollar bill at Brockville
traditions will likely long persist, but he intimates probably belongs to Kingston. This wave of crime is 
that a great multitude of studious men in China have spreading at an alarming rate. THE MILITIA EXCHANGE FRAUDS.

[Hamilton Spectator.]
The scandal in connection with the 

fraudulent exchange of British currency 
at par value in Canadian money is of 
such proportions as to well merit the 
indignant denunciations pronounced by 
Judge Gunn. He blames the system 
which made such robbery possible 
equally as much as the actual culprits 
concerned. It seems, indeed, incredible 
that such loose methods of dealing 
with public funds could have been tol­
erated, and, doubtless, as the judge 
says, the jury, in exonerating the ac­
cused men, regarded the temptation to

dedicated their lives, as was done in Japan, to the task 
forced upon them by the iron hand of necessity, of 
building up a material civilization adequate to cope

Hon. Justice Masten says he enjoyed the game of 
golf he had here the other day. To have a good time

with the forces from without. In his studied and 
cultured phrase there lurks a portent that Western 
leaders would do well to heed by bringing their deal­
ings with the Orient into harmony with the teachisga 
of Christianity. Since governments rise no higher than 
the moral standards of their Individual members, and 
of the people behind them, the duty of the Christian

the judge took the best course. 1
Four youngsters to New York have been extracting 

rolls of 24 one-cent stamps from the automatic ma­
chines by inserting flattened-out one-cent pieces. Prob­
ably they will become Wall Street magnates in due 
time.
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